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Summary: 


Forced to watch their beloved brothers die, the turtles go from four 
to two and struggle through a world that seems far darker without 
them. With wounds still fresh they try to come to terms with their 
loss, only to come face to face with giant wild versions of the turtles 
that died. 
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1. Ch. 1 


Author's Note: 


Due to language fluctuations throughout the fic 
we've developed a system for you to better follow 
who is speaking what and when. 

Japanese- {will be surrounded by these brackets} 
Feral turtle talk- *will have stars* 

English- "Will have basic speech marks" 


Ref sheet done by the amazing, https://inkbunny.net/Traitmill 


Go check them out!! 


Death is a sad reality found in every dimension, including ones where the 
turtles are. 


Raphael slipped from the bushes, stalking the form of a much taller 
turtle. 


He slunk up against a tree, watching, waiting, until his purple 
cloaked brother stooped down, inspecting the bark of a weeping 
sapling. 


He’d just been about to slink even closer, when a series of trills and 
clicks sounded. 


*Shouldn’t you be keeping watch?* asked Donatello without turning. 


Letting out a groan Raphael came out of hiding. *How do you always 
know?* He grumbled, *What gave me away this time?* 


His brother let out a soft chuckle and turned, his mud red eyes 


staring through the sockets of his bone carved mask. *You made a 
squirrel abandon its forage just a few bushes up to the right. I mean it 
though, if Tiger Claw-* 


Raphael snorted and walked up to his brother, gently lifting the mask 
to better see his face. 


*Please. It's been two winters.* He leaned in and nuzzled into the leaf 
green turtle’s neck. *Leonardo got him with two arrows last time. 
He’s dead for sure.* 


Donatello let out a sigh but didn’t try to stop him as Raphael nipped 
playfully along the underside of his jaw. 


*Come on.* Raphael breathed, nibbling at the soft skin of his 
brother’s neck, “Relax. Let’s mate, it’s been a while.* 


He heard his brother hum and felt him lean back, exposing more of 
his neck. Raphael churred in delight and pressed in closer until their 
bodies touched. His tail wrapped around his lovers, when Donatello 
stiffened. 


*Down!* he chittered, and the world went sideways as his taller lover 
grabbed him and threw him to the ground. 


A loud bang shattered the silence, and Raphael didn’t need to ask 
why. 


*Son of a-* he spat, rolling and taking shelter behind a thick oak tree. 
*Fuck this human so much. Why can’t he just die!?* 


Donatello rolled behind the tree and took shelter beside him. *I never 
smelled him.* He chirped, looking worried, *Every time before- I’ve 
always smelled him! We always knew he was there. But this time, 
shell, I barely even saw the glint of his weapon.* 


He shook his head and said quickly, *Raphael, we need to get out of 
here and regroup with Leonardo and Michelangelo. If I didn’t smell 
him then they definitely won't.* 


Raphael nodded. *I’ll distract him, while you- * 


Another crack sounded, and Donatello’s eyes went wide. His lover's 
body jerked beside him, and as if in slow motion, Raphael watched as 
blood and wood sprayed from his stomach into the air. 


Raphael was frozen, horrified as his brother fell. *Donatello!* he 
screamed, and he dove for the taller turtle. 


He grabbed him, flipping Donatello over as blood gushed from a 
gaping hole in his brother’s plastron. The ono wielder looked so 
surprised, his body convulsing as he choked up mouthfuls of blood 
with every failed breath. 


*No, no, no!* Raphael chirped. 


Another gunshot erupted through the air, and more of the tree 
splintered overhead. Donatello’s eyes met his. He looked afraid. 


*It’s ok.* Raphael promised. *I’m going to get you to Master 
Splinter.” 


With his heart pounding he scooped up the lanky form and ran. Bang 
after bang sounded overhead, shattering branches and spitting wood 
into the air, but he was far too quick, even when carrying dead 
weight. 


He managed to dive down an old hollowed out log then shimmy 
between two boulders where he slipped into a tight cavern, a place 
where no human had ever been able to reach. 


*Just hang on.* He whispered. 


Carefully Raphael laid down his lover, the both of them now soaked 
in red that seemed to be oozing from the wound like water from a 
stream. Donnie was pale, to pale, with blood bubbling from his nose 
and lips. 


Raphael’s throat constricted and chest tightened. *I-I. Just tell me 
what to do.* He managed to force out. *I can fix it. Just...just tell me 
what to do.* 


Still twitching, Donatello’s eyes shifted, locking up onto Raphael’s 
face. 


*Please.* Raphael whispered, and his eyes burned with tears. 


Slowly, his lover lifted a bloodied hand and cupped the side of 
Raphael’s face. The cold wet of his brother's blood seeped in through 
his mask, their eyes locked, and the gargled breaths began to fade. 


Donatello’s eyes glistened, then glazed. 


*Please,* Raphael whispered again, his plea turning into a sob. 
*Donatello, no. Please no.* His lover's hand began to slip, and Raph 
caught it. Pressing his cheek back into the blood-soaked palm with a 
cry. 


*Donatello.* he choked. 


The stillness that followed meant death, he knew it did. Yet still, he 
whispered his brother’s name, over and over, hoping that maybe, just 
maybe he was wrong. 


It doesn’t care how good you are, how bad someone is, or how needed and 
loved they are. It takes without mercy. 


Raphael sat hunkered beside the fire, Michelangelo and their father 
nestled between him and Leonardo with warm furs wrapped around 
them. 


It was his very first winter without Donatello, and he felt the 
emptiness of that loss as fresh as the day his brother died in his arms. 
For not only was Donatello his lover, his brother, his family...But he 
had been their healer, their wound tender, the most alert and 
observant of them all... 


A rattling wheeze drew his attention down, and he found his father, 
his ears barely poking from beneath the furs, with his shoulders 
shaking every now and then from a fit of shivers that couldn’t 
possibly have been from the cold. 


{Sensei.} He heard Leonardo whisper, and he glanced over 


Michelangelo's head to the eldest. 
Leonardo was watching their fathers’ ears with concern. 


{Do you want me to melt some snow and make you more tea? Maybe 
get you some fish? You didn’t eat again this morning.} 


The ears twitched, and slowly a thin boney face pushed its way from 
the furs. 


{Thank you, Leonardo.} The old rat whispered, only to fall into a fit 
of coughing and burrowed his face back into his chest. 


Leo went to rise, but a thin boney hand grabbed hold and pulled him 
back. 


{N-no.} Splinter managed to cough, {Save it f-for you and your 
brothers. Should you get sick-} 


{Papa.} A small voice whispered, and Michelangelo pulled his face 
from their fathers’ fur, his bright blue eyes shining. {I’m not feeling 
so well today. Maybe we could share a cup?} 


Master Splinter pricked his ears and shivered, looking down at the 
youngest’s freckled face. 


{Alright.} He finally agreed, his face softening into a smile. {But only 
because you are not feeling well.} 


The old rat went to stand, and this time both Raphael and Leonardo 
reached out to stop him. 


{It’s ok,} said Leonardo softly, {Pll get it.} 


But like before, Splinter shook his head. {My son. I cannot relive 
myself right here. Please, I will be alright. ’ll fetch some snow for the 
tea on my way. Just stay here with your brothers and keep warm. } 


Leonardo frowned but allowed their father to stand. 


The frail rat’s bones cracked as he got to his feet, the furs slipping to 
reveal his weakened form. 


Raphael watched him hobble from the warm mass, his other two 
brothers turning to follow the rats progress as he crossed the room to 
the door on the other side. 


*He’s not ok.* chirped Michelangelo softly. *He’s losing weight so 
fast, and his breathing’s gotten worse.* 


*I know.* Leonardo whispered, and he looked up, catching Raphael’s 
eye. 


The bow master looked sad, painfully so, and it didn’t take a genius 
to know what he was thinking. 


*I wish Donatello was here.* Said Raphael before anyone else could 
voice it. 


Their father reached the door and cracked it open, the three turtles 
ducking into the blanket on reflex as a bitter cold rushed the room 
and whipped at the fire, threatening to extinguish it and suck what 
precious warmth they had from them. 


But the door didn’t close. Instead, a hacking cough sounded, followed 
by raspy heaves for air. 


Raphael snapped up, Michelangelo and Leonardo whipping around, 
and found their father clutching the door frame. 


He choked and wheezed, then before their eyes, slipped and fell out 
into a blanket of white. 


{Master Splinter!} They yelled in unison. 


Raphael’s heart was in his throat as he scrambled to his feet, ignoring 
the freezing cold as he raced to his father. Michelangelo was the 
fastest out of the three of them, and he reached their father first, 
diving to his side and lifting him up to drag him back through the 
door. 


Their father was so weak and thin that as Raphael reached him and 
hoisted a bony arm up over his shoulder, it was like lifting a sack of 
feathers compared to what he used to be. 


*Bring him by the fire.* Leonardo ordered and they did just that. 


Splinters gasps were weak and sounded gargled and wet, his skin cold 
to the touch as they laid him down atop the furs. There was a smell 
of sickness to him, one that Raphael had been trying to ignore, but 
now it was all he could smell, and it worried him. 


{He’s strong.} Said Leonardo, lifting their father's limp head onto his 
lap. {Right Sensei? You’re going to get better.} He looked up and met 
Raphael’s eye. *Go get some of that fish. Turn it into a mash, chew it 
if you have to. And Michelangelo, get some snow melted. He needs 
water.* 


At their leader's order the two of them scattered, Michelangelo 
rushing for the snow outside while Raphael went to the back of the 
room where large hand-made clay pots were kept. 


Within them was dried meats, and he found the fish quickly. 


It only took a few minutes to crush the salted fish up than wet it, 
turning it into a paste, but it took even longer to try and coax his 
father to eat it, for the old rat was drifting. Conscious one moment, 
then delirious the next. 


He kept asking why Donatello wouldn’t come any closer, insisting 
that he was standing right behind Raphael, looking sad. He also kept 
pointing to the corner, calling for Tang shen to not be shy, to come to 
him and meet his sons. 


‘It’s just the fever.” Raphael told himself, ‘Like Leo said. He’s strong. 
Nothing can kill him. He'll be fine.’ 


When they finally managed to get him to drink and eat the paste that 
Raphael had made, they crawled under the furs and surrounded him. 


The fire crackled and the little room slowly grew warm again, but 
even with the flames heat and the furs that they’d covered him in, 
Splinter did not. 


Together they nestled in under the furs, pressing in against their 
father in an attempt to keep him warm. 


The room filled with the sound of ragged wheezing, as Leo hugged 
him from the left, Michelangelo snuggled his waist, and Raphael lay 
up close from the right. 


Raphael buried his face into the fur of his father’s neck, reassuring 
himself with the sounds of his heartbeat and breathing. 


{Come on Sensei.} He heard Leonardo whisper. 

But as he spoke, the wheezing grew softer. 

{Youre the strongest person we know. } 

His heartbeat slowing... 

{Nothing can beat you.} 

Until his whole body stilled, and he moved no more. 


{Please father.} He heard Leonardo choke in the silence. {You can’t 
leave us to.} 


Death isn’t always quick either. It’s patent, wearing a mask of hope for 
those who watch its victims... 


*Spring!* Michelangelo cheered as they made their way down a deer 
trail to one of the ponds that they always fished at. 


*Oh wow, smell that air! I can practically taste it!* 


Leonardo chuckled at him, grateful to see him so lively, especially 
after...after... 


His smile faded, and what little happiness he had, left him. He looked 
up at his brother, Raphael, the big cloaked red turtle flitting from 
tree to tree above them, pausing only when he thought he heard a 
sound. 


The bigger turtle was taking their father's death far better than the 


rest of them. He was throwing himself into protecting the family, 
staying up late each night and jumping at the chance to assist either 
Michelangelo or Leonardo with anything that they needed. He didn’t 
fight, didn’t argue, just did what he was asked. 


Though Leonardo suspected that it was only because he needed 
something to do and that he was truly burying his pain as deep down 
as they’d buried their brother and now their father. 


*Leonardo!* Michelangelo chirped, and the eldest looked back at his 
young lover, *Come on brother, hurry up, the basking rocks are just 
begging to be laid on.* 


*You can lay on them all you want.* Leonardo chirped back, *I’m 
going to catch us dinner.* 


He gestured to the fishing pole he was carrying and offered a smile as 
the freckled turtle turned and raced on ahead. 


Michelangelo may have seemed as dopy and clueless as a newborn 
fawn at times, but he was far from it. He was always alert. Like a 
spider. Pretending to lay lazily about on its web until something 
landed in it, then would spring into action at the slightest tremble 
from his strings, perfectly alert and aware of everything. 


He was good at lying to, just not in a bad way. At least not always. 
Sometimes he’d use it to trick them into eating when their food 
rations were growing dangerously low, or when clean water became 
scarce. 


He’d used his gift on their father, trying desperately just to get him to 
drink... 


Other times he’d use it to lure them into little tricks and fun games... 


Right now, he was using his smile as a lie, hiding his misery at the 
loss of yet another member of their family. At least he wasn’t crying 
in the night anymore... 


They reached the pond, and once the coast was clear with no signs of 
hungry bears, they slipped down to the little lakes edge and found 
their favorite spot. 


Michelangelo immediately claimed a large flat rock as his and threw 
himself down, letting out a long happy sigh as he stretched out and 
wiggled his tail in the air. 


*This rock is the best rock.* He sighed as Leonardo came up beside 
him and settled down on the warm stone. 


Leo cast out his line and waited, hoping to feel the familiar tug of a 
fish bite. 


*Keep your voice down.* Leonardo warned. *The fish can hear you.* 
Michelangelo fell silent, though Leonardo could feel his gaze on him. 
*How are you doing?* Michelangelo chirped, soft and gentle. 


*[’m alright.* Said Leonardo, just as softly. And it was the truth, for 
the moment anyway...When they returned to their home, built up 
high in a massive pine tree, the place where their father had died. It 
would be different. 


He felt something touch his leg, and when he looked back he found 
Michelangelo scooted up beside him, his cheek resting against his 
thigh. 


*No you're not.* The youngest clicked softly. *I heard you cry the 
other night when you thought Raphael and I were asleep.” 


Leonardo stiffened. 
*T know you blame yourself for both Donatello and Sensei.* 


*Michelangelo-* Leonardo growled in a soft warning, but for the first 
time his little brother didn’t submit or back down. 


*It’s not your fault you didn’t finish off Tiger Claw.* 
Leonardo’s grip on the pole tightened, and his jaw clenched. 


*Yes, it is.* He whispered. *If I’d killed him, then Donatello and 
Sensei would both- both...* 


*You don’t know that.* Chirped Michelangelo. *No one does.* 


He felt the freckled turtle shift and rest his chin on his knee, but 
Leonardo refused to look at him. 


*Raphael blames himself to you know.* Michelangelo continued, *He 
thinks he’s the reason Tiger Claw killed Donatello. That he’s the 
reason Donatello wasn’t with us this winter, and why Sensei died.” 


Leonardo stiffened again as his little brother voiced their father’s 
death. *Of course it’s not his fault.* He managed to say with a 
straight voice, *He’s being stupid if he thinks that.* 


The youngest chuckled and nuzzled into Leo’s leg. *You should tell 
him so. It might make you both feel better to talk about it.* 


Leonardo rolled his eyes. *Please. We’d just end up in a fight.* 
*Or mated.* Michelangelo chuckled, and Leonardo blushed. 


*Little brother.* Leo clicked down at his lover, his cheeks so red they 
burned. *Don’t make me pin you.* 


Michelangelo smiled cheekily up at him but said no more, his bright 
blue eyes beaming, when a deep snarl sounded from above. 


*Tiger Claw!* 


Leonardo’s heart sank and he jumped to his feet on reflex, right as 
the rock exploded in a sharp sting of dust and bits of boulder right 
where he’d just been sitting. 


Abandoning the rod, he grabbed Michelangelo and half dragged his 
youngest brother back to the trees, right as a poof of dirt and sand bit 
at their ankles. 


There wasn’t any sound this time, and that was strange to him. There 
was always a loud roar like thunder from the thing their father had 
called a gun right before the weapon hit. 


Trees shattered and wood rained down around them as thick 
branches fell, threatening to hit them as they ran for their lives. 


*Raphael!* Leonardo yelled, and he heard his brother call out his 
name, affirming that he was still alive. A flash of dark red flitted 
through the forest, and he knew it was his brother before he even 
saw him. 


Leonardo threw himself behind a thick rock and dragged 
Michelangelo with him. *Where is he?!* he chirped, and Raphael 
appeared, darting around the side of the boulder with his teeth bared. 


*Across the water.* He growled. *The bastard. I’m going to rip his 
heart out and eat it. Let’s circle around and-* 


*No.* Leo snapped, *We need to make a plan, not just dive in. We 
slip away this time, then start being more careful.* 


The bigger turtle bared his teeth at him and advanced. 


*Guys.* their little brother chirped, so soft that Leonardo almost 
didn’t hear him. 


*Not now.* Warned the eldest, keeping his gaze on Raphael. *We will 
kill him this time. I promise brother. But we-* 


*Leonardo!* Michelangelo panted, and this time there was an 
urgency to his voice that made Leonardo spin around. What he saw, 
nearly sent him to his knees. 


Michelangelo was pale, panting hard, and propped up against the 
rock, clutching his gut with blood oozing from between his fingers. 


*T- I've been hit.* 


It tortures even the sweetest of souls, fighting with them as they cling to 
life, slowly draining them until finally, it claims them. 


Leonardo stood at the base of the mighty pine tree that they called 
home, staring off into space at the sheer cliffs that surrounded it and 
kept them safe. 


He felt numb, his heart in a constant state of ache... 


Something brushed against his shoulder and he turned, finding 
Raphael, the much more muscular turtle hanging upside down from a 
vine a foot or two away. 


*T tried calling.* He clicked, *I figured you were daydreaming like 
Donatello used to.* 


Leonardo nodded and looked away, back at the wall of rocks. 


*T told him I saw you coming back. I’ve been describing what was 
going on outside for most of the morning. You know how much he 
likes stories.* 


Taking a deep breath Leonardo turned back and forced himself to 
smile. *Thank you, brother.* 


He wouldn’t meet Raphael’s eye as he dug his claws into the ancient 
bark and began the climb up to their home, not when he knew he’d 
see the sadness and concern that they both knew they shared. 


Carefully he pushed his way through the pine needles and up into the 
heart of the massive tree, where a sturdy and solid mass of 
treehouses, bridges and ropes had been built. 


They’d lived there all their lives, but now, as Leonardo pulled his way 
up onto the porch of the sick hut, it didn’t feel like home. For home 
was someplace he always wanted to be...but now...it was hard just to 
open the door. 


The putrid stench of infection surrounded him as he walked inside, 
his gaze traveling to his young lover laying unmoving beneath a fur 
in the middle of the small hut. 


Leonardo swallowed hard and forced a smile. *Hey.* He called, and 
the green freckled head twitched, shifting a little to see him. 


His baby brothers eyes, once lively and a bright eager blue were 
barely open, yet still found a way to shimmer in delight at the sight 
of him. 


*Hey.* Michelangelo whispered back, his voice strained and weak. 


Leonardo walked over and pulled from his belt a leather pouch. 
*You’re never going to guess what I found.* He said, kneeling down 
by his little brother’s head. *The berry thicket is ripe.* 


For a brief moment, the smaller turtle’s face lit up. *Berries?* he 
asked, *But the bears, they’re always there.* 


*I know.* Leonardo nodded, *Which was why I was careful.* 


As he opened the pouch, Michelangelo's blue eyes widened. *You 
picked some?* he gasped, and Leonardo couldn’t help but smile. 


He rolled a handful of red, purple, black and blue berries, making 
sure his mate could see. 


*Want them?* Leonardo asked, and the weak turtle nodded. 


The door creaked open behind him, but Leonardo didn’t turn. He 
knew it was Raphael. 


He held one out to his little brother's lips, and the younger turtle 
opened his mouth, the reek of death slipping from his parted lips and 
happily accepted it. 


He looked so happy as he chewed, his eyes closing, savoring each 
bite. 


While he was preoccupied, Leonardo leaned over and lifted the furs. 


The putrid stench of rot and decay mingled with a sour tang of 
infection that wafted from beneath it, and it was everything Leo 
could do not to wrinkle his nose in disgust. 


He could see puss and blood leaking from the leaves they’d wrapped 
the wound in, as well as the white wriggling crawlers that their 
father had called maggots. 


*Raphael said it’s looking better than yesterday.* He heard 
Michelangelo whisper, and just like all the other times before 
Leonardo forced a smile. 


*It is.* he lied, and his little brother smiled weakly up at him. 
Frightening the young one was the last thing on his mind, and so he 
moved close again and slowly hand fed him each juicy berry, one at a 
time. 


The younger turtle was about half way through them, when he 
paused. 


*Leonardo?* he asked, *I...1 want to be closer. Can we snuggle for a 
little?* 


Without answering the eldest set the berries to his side and reached 
for his lover. Raphael appeared just then, helping lift and ease the 
smaller turtle up into Leonardo’s lap. 


*[’ll make some of that tea from the willow bark.* he heard Raphael 
say, and Leonardo nodded, busy tucking his brother in close until 
Michelangelo was nestled into him with his face burrowed into 
Leonardo’s neck. 


Using great care Leo pulled the furs in tight around his young brother 
and held him as close as he could, hearing only a contented sigh 
come from the youngest. 


Michelangelo’s body was limp but warm, and not in a good way. It 
was hot to the touch, his skin clammy...every bit of it filling 
Leonardo with concern. 


*You know I love you, right?* he heard the little turtle chirp, and 
Leonardo glanced down. Curious. 


*Ok.* he murmured, unable to help but chuckle. *What do you want? 


* 


Michelangelo pulled the furs in and nuzzled into Leonardo. *I know 
I’m not supposed to leave the hut while I’m sick. But...Do you think 
tonight, you could bring me outside to see the stars?* 


*Of course.* Said Leonardo gently. He kissed the top of his baby 
brother's head and murmured. *I think we can bend the rules just this 
once.* 


His little brother smiled and closed his eyes. *Thank you, brother.* 
He whispered. *Sensei once said that when we die, we become stars. 
We can try to guess which one’s Donatello and Papa.* 


Leonardo’s heart broke, but he kept on smiling. 


*Yes we can.* He chirped, *I bet they’re the ones that shine the 
brightest.” 


*Hey Leonardo?* Michelangelo breathed, so soft Leo almost missed 
it. *Did Raphael tell you what happened today?* 


Leonardo shook his head, then rested it atop his young lovers again. 
*Just that he kept you company and told you some stories about 
what was happening outside.* 


The turtle in his arms chuckled weakly. *Four crows took on an 
Eagle. They chased it away.” 


*No way.* Leonardo murmured, *I bet he made it up.* 


*They really did.* his weak brother insisted, his voice still nothing 
but a whisper. *He opened the door for fresh air to come in and 
chase away bad spirits, and he saw them. He told me word for word- 
* He paused, his breathing growing heavy as he struggled to catch his 
breath. 


*-what was happening. * He finished. *Did anything exciting happen 
when you went to the berry patch?* 


*Actually.* Leonardo hummed, *Something did happen. I was hoping 
you’d ask. When I was picking berries, I saw two small humans.” 


*Babies?* asked Mikey, sounding worried, *They weren’t lost were 
they?* 


Leonardo shook his head. *No, the grown humans were with them. 
They looked like they were passing through. I knew how much you 
liked watching the young ones, so I stayed and kept an eye on them, 
you know, just to make sure the bears didn’t come.* 


*Oh. Good.* Little Michelangelo let out a sigh and leaned in as close 


as he could get. 


*The one had almost as many freckles as you do.* Leonardo 
continued, chuckling a little at the memory. *They had this ball with 
them. Like the ones we used to make in winter, only it bounced, like 
a big, plump and juicy blueberry. I kinda hoped the baby human 
would lose it so I could bring it back to you. Watching him throw it 
at the other baby human made me think though. When winter comes, 
we should play in the snow again. Throw snowballs like we used to. 
What do you think?* 


He waited, but his brother didn’t answer. 
*Brother?”* he clicked. 


The silence that hung in the hut was deafening. Figuring his little 
brother had drifted off to sleep, he leaned away a little and looked 
down. 


*Michelangelo?* Leonardo said a little louder, when he realized that 
his brother’s chest had stopped moving with the gentle rise and fall of 
breathing, and his blood ran cold. 


*No, hey.* He said quickly, giving him a gentle shake. *Michelangelo 
come on, do me a favor and wake up for just a second. Ok?* 


Still the smaller turtle didn’t move, his head rolling back, eyes closed 
and lifeless as he was shook. 


{Michelangelo.} he tried in Japanese instead, {Just open your eyes. 
Just a little.} Still, the younger turtle didn't move. 


*Please no.* he choked. His voice coming out like a squeak. He 
cupped his brother’s cheek and whispered, *You can’t go yet, I 
promised to show you the stars. Please...Michelangelo. My love.* 


Tears rolled freely down his face, dripping onto the freckled cheeks 
of the turtle he loved. 


*Wake up. Please just wake up.” 


A thick scared-up arm reached from behind him down to their little 


brothers’ neck, pressing just like their father had shown them to see if 
a creature still held life. 


*Leonardo.* Said Raphael, his voice quivering. *He’s...he’s not going 
to wake up.* 


Leonardo shook his head, his gaze never leaving his Michelangelo’s 
precious face. *No.* he squeaked; his throat so tight air barely made 
its way through it. *No, no. Please!* 


He buried his face into his little brothers’ neck and the sound that 
came out of him was like the keening cry of an animal stuck in a 
hunter’s trap. 


Arms wrapped around Leonardo as he wailed, holding him tight as 
Leonardo begged their little brother to wake. But no matter how 
much he cried, no matter how loud he sobbed. His youngest brother, 
his lover... never moved again. 


Death is not kind. It is cruel and unforgiving... 


2. Ch. 2 


Ref sheet done by the amazing, https://inkbunny.net/Traitmill 


Go check them out!! 


-Fate can be cruel, living in a twisted triangle where it rules over both life 
and death. 


“Awe yeah! Space! Were in space, riddin the stars like space- uh... 
people!” 


Donatello sighed and shook his head. “Astronauts. Mikey, for the last 
time, they’re called Astronauts.” 


“Astro-nuts!” Mikey cheered, his face lighting up as he bounced 
across the spaceship to Leo’s side for yet another training session. 


It had been five months, one hundred and fifty-two days, and 
Donatello had been an idiot the entire time. 


He’d been so focused on the thrills of space, the science of time 
travel, learning and exploring beside the Fugitoid and his brothers, 
along with the endless questions he had and possibilities of what 
their other halves had seen and gone through while collecting the 
black hole generator the first time around...that he’d completely 


missed, April and Casey growing closer. 


They were really close now. Like goo-goo eyes, giggling, staring off 
into the beautiful views of endless galaxies together, side by side, 
holding hands, close... 


He sighed and thunked his head against the back of the couch, trying 
his best to ignore April giggling as Casey leaned in and whispered 
something in her ear. 


“Hey Donnie!” a familiar voice called, and Donatello couldn’t help 
but smile. He rolled his head to see Raphael, crossing the ship to join 
him. “Nice upgrades to the pe-ta-ki-on jump, thing, I barely felt the 
ship go into hyperdrive this time.” 


Donatello perked up at that and lifted his head, grinning like an idiot 
at his brother. “Seriously?” he asked, and Raphael nodded. 


“What, you think I’m just handing out compliments or something? 
Come on, you know me better, now let’s go kick Mikey and Leo’s 
shells again in the simulator.” 


He didn’t need to be asked twice, for this was the new routine. The 
new them. 


Raphael had exposed a side of himself that Donatello had never really 
noticed before, a sweet, loving, gentle and supportive side that 
always left Donnie wondering why it had taken him so long to see. 


Ever since it became obvious that April and Casey were...closer, it 
was like Raphael was always there. Appearing when he was down in 
ways he’d never really done before. Well...maybe he did, but either 
way, Donatello was just now seeing it. 


They were just about to head for the holo room when a loud buzzing 
and flash of red lit up the room. 


“Incoming distress signal.” Came the Professors voice over the 
speakers. “Everyone to the control room!” 


Donatello glanced at Raphael and met his curious gaze. 


“Looks like more excitement!” Said Raph, a wicked grin spreading 
across his face, and Donatello couldn’t help but grin as well. 


Together they raced for the control room with Casey and April on 
their heels and met Leonardo and Michelangelo as they hurried into 
the room. 


“Who is it?” Donnie heard Leo ask, when the massive screen across 
the window of the ship flitted on, revealing a very familiar 
Salamandrian. 


Donatello’s stomach clenched at the sight of her. 
“Oh great,” he murmured sarcastically, “Mona Lisa.” 
“Mona. Lisa?” Raphael gasped over him. 


“Brave Raphael.” Said Mona as Raphael walked up to the screen, his 
hand lovingly touching the glass, “We were attacked. Commander 
Gathraka has been captured. I need your help.” 


An eyeridge twitched. “How convenient.” Donatello blurted before he 
could help himself. “And let me guess, it was by our arch-enemy.” 


“By Lord Dregg. Yes.” Said Mona, her face falling into a frown. 
“There was nothing we could do. We were outnumbered and-“ 


“Aaand you came to us, strangers you’ve only met once, instead of 
going to your own kind. Wouldn't they be more helpful in this 
situation instead of us?” Donnie asked. "You know, the turtles you 
only met once?" 


“Donnie?!” Snapped Raphael and Leonardo together. 


“Dude!? Michelangelo chimed in, and even professor Honeycut 
beeped and twitched a little in surprise. 


“Oh my...” he booped. 


“What?” Donatello snapped at them, “We met them once, and even 
then, they tried to kill us. You can’t possibly-“ 


Leo stepped forward just then and narrowed his eyes. “I think you 
should go wait in the TV room.” He said in a deep voice that Donnie 
knew meant business.” 


“Apparently you can.” Donatello snapped, and he turned and stormed 
from the room. 


His stomach writhed in anger, a wave of unease washing over him as 
the doors opened and then slid shut. He was just trying to protect his 
family. They didn’t know her, they didn’t know Gathraka, they didn’t 
even know anything about their planet! Yet there Raphael was, 
drooling like a love sick puppy at her feet and ready to rush away to 
her side at the very mention of needing their help. 


Stupid salamander woman... 
“Donnie?” 


He stopped at the call of his name and turned to find April. She was 
hurrying up to him, looking worried. 


“What...” He asked flatly, and as April walked up, she looked him up 
and down almost cautiously. 


“Um, so what happened back there? You sorta flipped out.” 


“Flipped out?” Donatello snapped, and he scoffed. “I did not flip out. 
I apparently am the only one with brain cells. This is obviously a 
trap. I mean come on, we met her once, once, and suddenly Raphael 
is head over heels for her? And for what reason? The fact that she 
punched him in the face really hard? Come on! I Guarantee I’ve hit 
him twice as hard as she ever could, but do you see him drooling 
over me like that? Ha! I don’t think so. He's obsessed with her for no 
reason when I'm right here!” 


He crossed his arms and glared at her, waiting for her response, but 
all April did was continue to stare back at him as though waiting. 
When a cold realization of what he’d just said, crept over him. 


His eyes widened, his jaw clamped shut, and his cheeks burned 
redder than the suns they’d flown past. 


Was he...jealous? Did he...want Raphael to look at him like he 
looked at Mona?? 


Oh shell... 


April raised an eyebrow, still watching him carefully. “Do you...” she 
cleared her throat and checked behind her, before murmuring, “Want 
to talk about, uh, it?” 


Without a word, Donatello, turned, wide-eyed, and began to walk 
away. 


He had a crush on his brother, and he had no idea how he felt about 
it. 


- It refuses to be cheated, for if death is meant to happen. It will find a 
way to happen. 


Space was wicked! Yeah, there were some bumps_ where 
Michelangelo almost died, nearly fell in Lava, got eaten by that guy 
who wasn’t a giant pepperoni, then thrown back up; how the heck 
was he supposed to know he wasn’t pepperoni or that the alien guy 
was going to try and eat him?? 


There was so much awesome going on that Mikey couldn’t help but 
get into trouble! Shell, it’s not like much could’ve beaten them. 
They’d already beaten the Triceratons once already, destroyed the 
black hole generator that they were collecting, again, saved Earth, 
waved goodbye to their future selves...Seriously, nothing was going 
to touch them. They were going to be fine, even when he tried to 
steer the ship towards that black hole that one time... 


But, ever since then, something even better than space was 
happening. Leo was super protective, like wicked grr, back off my bro 


protective after having to save Mikey’s shell so many times. He 
actually made Michelangelo train and practice more. Ninja extra 
credit Leo called it. Ugh. But he did it in a way that wasn’t as lame or 
boring as it sounded. 


Mikey ended up with rewards every time he successfully completed a 
kata or pinned Leo, or Donnie...Or Donnie during training. 
Sometimes it was food, other times it was a rare comic that Leo 
managed to fish out of the dump! Once, Leonardo even handed over 
a mint action figure that Mikey had been searching for, forever! 
Sword wielding Walrasman with karate chop action! It even had the 
little sword that went with it! 


But then...It became other things. Like, winning a second vote on 
movie night so Michelangelo could watch what he wanted. Like 
having a video game buddy for the day and getting to play any game 
he wanted beside Leonardo no matter how many times he lost. Leo 
even laid in bed with him and read his horror comics with him! It 
was nice... It was...really nice. 


Then, after a while, it became less and less about the gifts or prizes 
he’d win, and more and more about hanging around Leonardo. 


He loved the feel of his brother's fingers ghosting his skin as he 
corrected one of Michelangelo’s Kata’s, the breath of hot air against 
his neck as Leo moved him into place, pressing up behind him so 
close he could feel the heat of his brother's touch. Then when Mikey 
finally got the Kata right, Leo would lavish him with praise, and 
they’d hang out all day doing stuff after. 


So, Michelangelo began to mess up on purpose, dragging out each 
training session for as long as he could. 


“Mikey your form is slipping.” He heard Leo call. 


With an inward grin, Michelangelo shifted his foot into the wrong 
place and asked “How’s this? Better?” Only to hear Leo sigh. 


Just as he’d hoped he felt rather than saw his leader approach, the 
strong turtle coming up from behind, and his hand appeared, feather 
light to brush against his skin and trail across his arms to his wrists. 


“No, like this.” Leo murmured against his neck, so gentle and calm, 
yet the breath that puffed against Mikey’s pulse point was enough to 
make him shudder. 


“You cold?” asked Leonardo as a leg slipped up against 
Michelangelo’s and pushed, shifting Mikey’s foot into the proper 
place. 


“A little.” Michelangelo lied, “Donnie’s gotta get the vents fixed. The 
breeze in the dojo just keeps finding me.” 


Leo chuckled and let go once Mikey was back into a proper form. 
“Try again.” His brother said, and Mikey began to move, flowing 
effortlessly into the motions he knew by heart now. 


Though as he did, a little nagging thought came into his mind and 
began to pester him. 


He knew he liked Leo, knew that it reached beyond what any brother 
should feel for another, but he also knew that Leonardo had those 
exact same feelings. Just... not for him. At least, that’s what he 
assumed. 


“Uh, Hey Leo?” he asked. 


“You’re doing great.” Leo answered, more than likely assuming that 
Mikey would be bringing up his form again. 


“Heh, thanks. But uh, I know you and Raph went out yesterday on a 
lead about Karai. Did you, you know...Find anything?” 


A heavy sigh came from behind him and Mikey didn’t have the heart 
to turn and look. 


“No.” Said Leo sadly, “Still no sight of her. I’m beginning to worry we 
may never find her.” 


Mikey smiled as he shifted his arms into the next position, “Awe 
cheer up bro, we’ll find our sis. I mean, you care about her way too 
much to just give up. Right?” 


He turned as he said it, focused on his brother’s face, and sure 


enough saw the signs he’d been worried about. A blush to his leaders’ 
cheeks, a fondness in his smile, a shy glance away... All of them signs 
of love, a crush, affection. 


“Awe, Leo and Karai sitting in a tree- “he twirled around and 
wrapped his arms around his bro’s neck and cuddled into him, once 
again watching for the reaction. “K-I-S-S-I-N-G.” 


As he spelled out kissing, he mimicked the motion, puckering his lips 
and aiming for his brother’s cheek. Leo however, did exactly what he 
expected. 


“Dude, no! Stop.” Leo snapped, laughing a little as he dislodged 
Mikey’s hold. 


It was exactly as Michelangelo thought. Leo preferred Karai, not him. 
Not that he’d confessed, shell, there was no way he’d risk doing that, 
especially not since they needed to live together. That would just 
make things...weird. 


Leo’s foot hooked out and wrapped around Mikey’s, sending him 
tumbling to the mat. Just before he fell however Michelangelo 
slipped his grip around the leaders wrist and playfully pulled him 
with him. 


“Laaame!” Mikey laughed as Leo yelped and fell. “And here I thought 
I was the one who needed extra training lessons. You were totally off 
guard dude!” 


The eldest caught himself and rolled, but not before Michelangelo 
twisted his hips and was quickly rolling right along with him, staying 
but a breath away each turn. 


“No, you know who’s off guard?” Leo laughed, springing up and 
leaping away. 


Mikey quickly followed, eager to remain on Leo’s tail and stay close, 
feeling his touch, his skin, his warmth. 


“Donatello.” Leo continued, “He’s been totally out of it lately. 
Dropping stuff and acting spacey around us. Especially Raph. I might 
just ask if he wants to practice with us.” 


Now that part was true, Donnie had been acting weird ever since 
their mission in space, though Mikey was far to focused to agree. He 
hit the wall and kicked off, ricocheting off the brick and right into 
Leo’s side. 


The eldest grunted as they collided and was driven to the floor, 
where Mikey proudly pinned him and stared down at his smiling 
catch. 


“Youre getting better!” Leo praised, “Now just keep that up and-“ 


But Mikey was hardly listening. For he was to busy focusing on his 
older brothers smile and memorizing every inch of his 
face... 


- And while those celebrate their success in cheating death and even fate, 
fate will patiently wait, then send death again, taking the life, or maybe 
even more, that it was promised 


Donatello leaped over the roof tops, following after his brothers as 
Leonardo lead them in their search. 


They’d received word that the Shredder was at it again, plotting to 
create a mutant army in order to flood the city with them and flush 
out then capture his missing ‘daughter’ Karai. 


The foot bots had been plucking civilians left and right, and it was all 
Donatello and his brothers could do to keep the citizens safe. 


Just tonight alone they’d stopped three near abductions, men and 
women, one of which had a small child. 


Donatello should’ve been concerned, should’ve been focused on the 
mission, but all his mind kept doing was wandering back to his 


brothers. More specifically, Raphael. 


There was no denying it, he had feelings for him, feelings for the 
super not gay, never going to return his feelings for him turtle who 
also happened to be his brother. 


Damnit. Why oh why did Donatello always have to fall for someone 
who would never fall for him? 


April for example. She was human, obviously never going to be with 
a turtle, and yet he tried. He tried so hard, but it was in vain. She 
loved Casey, and it became glaring obvious to everyone that she did 
once they returned to Earth. 


At least her being with Casey served as a good excuse for how Donnie 
had been reacting lately around Raphael. 


Dropping things when the muscular turtle brushed past him, 
becoming super depressed every time Raph began swooning over his 
salamandrian sweetheart, stuttering like an idiot whenever Raph 
came in close and rested a hand on Donnie’s shoulder just to ask 
what was bothering him. Shell, it was all so messed up... And now to 
make matters worse Shredder was trying to mutate the city just like 
the stupid Kraang had, only this time he wouldn’t put it past 
Shredder to use Brain worms to control them into doing his bidding. 


What was wrong with villains? Why did they have to mutate and 
control people all the dang- 


A hand reached out and yanked him back, ripping him from though 
as he was nearly jerked down against the tar. 


Yelping he floundered to stay upright, only to realize just why he’d 
been ripped back in the first place. He was inches from stepping off a 
rooftop ledge. 


“Dude!” he heard Mikey call, “You almost ran right off the side of the 
building. Get your head together man.” 


Donatello gave his head a shake and turned, finding worried green 
eyes so close to his. 


“Donnie, are you ok?” Raphael asked, “You’ve been way off your 
game lately.” 


His cheeks blushed at the proximity and it was everything Donatello 
could do not to splutter right into Raph’s face. 


“N-no, I’m you know.” He twirled on his heel and quickly pulled 
away, taking a few good steps away from his brothers and the ledge. 


With a clear of his throat he managed to force out the words, “Really 
I’m fine. Just, focused on tracking down Stinkflys lab so we can stop 
this.” 


“Yeah well, you wont be much help if you end up falling off a 
building.” Leo pointed out, and he stepped forward looking just as 
worried as Raphael. “Both you and Mikey have been off your game. 
We’re concerned. Neither of you have been sleeping well or fighting 
at your best.” 


“You let me school you in bo staffs.” Added Raphael, “Man, you 
never let anyone school you on bo staff day. Even Master Splinter 
commented on how spaced out you two are.” 


“Hey!” Mikey pouted from the roof ledge. “I’m not spacing, I’m 
totally trying my hardest!” 


“And I-“ said Donatello quickly, “am working as fast and as hard as I 
can to calculate just where the labs are. I haven’t exactly been 
sleeping or able to focus on, you know, much else. I made the 
explosives, worked out the detonation app for our phones- I mean 
come on. You yourself-“ he gestured to Raphael, “Keep saying that 
the longer we wait the closer Shredder comes to fulfilling his plan.” 


Leonardo nodded, looking sympathetic while Raphael just looked on 
worriedly. “I’m calling it.” He said softly, and Donatello’s jaw almost 
dropped. “Just for tonight. We need to sleep. All of us, that includes 
you Donnie.” 


“but-“ Donatello tried to say, and even heard a bit of protest from 
Michelangelo, only to be cut off. 


“If we get caught like this. Were done.” 


Bowing his head in defeat, Donatello nodded. What else could he do? 
Leo was their leader and it was his call. Not that sleep was going to 
help, all he was going to do was end up with erotic fantasies or 
horrible nightmares revolving around his brother finding out about 
his feelings. 


He groaned internally as he trudged across the roof and found the 
nearest fire escape. Michelangelo looked just about as thrilled as he 
joined him, and together with Raphael and Leonardo on their heels, 
they worked their way back down to the ground and the closest 
manhole cover. 


As Raphael lifted it however, a trill of a phone rang over the honking 
of cars and sires that filled the night. 


Donnie paid it no mind as Leo answered the call and slipped down 
into the sewer. 


Mikey came next, then Raph, and then after a moment, so did Leo. 


“That was Slash and the Mutanimals.” Grunted the eldest as he 
landed. “They want to meet up, so Raph and I will be going ahead 
while you two-“ 


“Oh come on dude.” Mikey complained. 


“-Will go home and get some sleep.” Continued Leo. “I mean it. If we 
get back and you two are still awake I’ll ask Sensei to come up with 
some creative mediations and katas for you both to learn with us.” 


Donatello cringed, and this time so did Mikey. Sensei’s mediation 
punishments were never fun and usually were a very poor use of 
time... 


“No need to tell me twice!” said Mikey, quickly turning tail and 
running. 


Donnie smirked and nodded, giving them both a small wave. “Yeah I 
think I’d prefer sleep.” He chuckled, then fixed his gaze on Raphael’s, 
pretending for just a moment that those green eyes that met his were 
filled with love, not worry. 


“Goodnight.” He called, and he turned, racing after Mikey towards 
home. 


- It will never be cheated. It will never lose... 


What should’ve been a peaceful night of rest became something much 
more, something that evolved into panic, confusion and fear as a 
distress signal woke both Donatello and Michelangelo from their 
sleep. Sending them into a heart pounding race to find their family. 


“He’s not picking up.” Donnie snapped as they ran through the 
tunnels. 


“Raph’s not either.” Came Mikey’s worried call. 


The signal was coming from a section of New York by the docks, a 
place that Donatello had narrowed down as one of the three 
possibilities for Shredders mutation facility. A fact that had him more 
than worried, and all he could do was hope that it was just a 
coincidence. 


“What have those idiots gotten themselves into?!” Donnie snapped, 
“If this is a prank, I’m going to rip them a new one and then spike 
their drinks with laxative!” 


“Ha!” Mikey laughed, but the humor was short lived as his voice 
grew worried. An odd sound for the youngest. “But...what if it’s not? 
They said the Mutanimals needed to talk to them, what if it was a 
trap somehow like when Karai lured us all in?” 


Donatello rolled his eyes, “Yeah like Tiger Claw is that smart.” 
When the phone in his hand dinged. 


He nearly stopped when he saw it was Raphael but managed to keep 


running. 


“What the shell is wrong with you two!?” he yelled into its speaker, 
“Tf this isn’t an emergency I’m guna-“ 


“Donnie...” 


Donatello’s blood ran cold at the painful sound of not Raphael, but 
Leonardo’s voice. The breath over the speaker hitched and Leo’s 
voice cracked. 


“Where are you?” Donatello demanded, his voice deepening in 
concern. 


Mikey must’ve realized something was wrong for he fell quiet and 
moved in closer while they ran, no doubt trying to hear. 


“We.” Leo huffed, “We were ambushed. It was supposed to be an easy 
in then out. But it wasn’t. The whole thing was a trap. There’s no 
mutagen. No mutant army. The whole thing was just a plot to lure us 
to them. But there is a lab, one he’s been setting up to use in the 
future.” 


Donatello’s stomach flipped. “Why the shell did you go alone!?” he 
snapped, “You idiots why would you-“ But Leo cut him off. 


“I know man, I know. But Donnie...Focus. I need to know how to set 
off the bombs manually. The, ahh-“ 


Leo’s hiss and then groan over the speaker was enough to light a fire 
in Donatello’s legs and he picked up speed. 


“No,” Donnie snapped, “That’s way to drastic. We’re almost there 
just-“ 


“Now. The detonator isn’t working.” His brother grunted, a deep 
demanding tone that meant he meant business. 


“But-“ Donatello tried to argue, only to fall silent. 


“It’s fatal Donnie.” His brother grunted, then sighed, “Tigerclaw. He 
had a knife I didn’t see. Twelve inches of sharp steel stabbed into my 


side and then twisted. ’m not going to make it even if you do get 
here in time.” 


The color drained from his face as he ran, and he heard Michelangelo 
ask, “Dude what is it?” 


“Y-you don’t know it’s fatal.” He said, his voice shaking, “Just hang 
in there we’re almost there. Less than five minutes away.” 


"What do you mean fatal!?" Mikey gasped, but Donatello ignored him, 
focusing intently on his oldest brother. 


Leonardo grunted over the phone and he sighed. “Donnie, I know a 
fatal wound when I see one. You need to tell me. How do I set off the 
bombs? The building’s locked down tight thanks to Stinkbug. There is 
no getting out and there is no getting in.” 


Donnie closed his eyes and swallowed hard, his brain running a mile 
a minute. 


“Ten minutes.” He begged, “Just give us ten minutes to try Leo. We 
can still save you! Just promise me you'll give us that much and Pll 
tell you, ok?” 


There was a long pause, and Donnie found himself holding his 
breath, when Leo let out an uncomfortable grunt and murmured. 


“Ok, Pll try but only Ten minutes, and if I start to fade-“ 


“Don’t you talk like that!” Donatello snapped at him, “You just focus 
on your breathing and make sure to keep pressure on the wound. The 
bomb can be manually activated by ripping the top off, exposing the 
wires. You’ll see two blue ones and two red ones. You'll need to take 
one red and one blue wire from each side and touch them together at 
the same time in order to detonate the bomb. Once one goes off it’ll 
cause a chain reaction setting them all off. But this should only be 
done as a last resort. We can still get to you, we can!” 


Leo let out a sigh in relief and whispered, “Thanks Donnie. Is Mike-“ 
Only to stop as a flurry of swears sounded and metal clanged against 
metal. 


A scuffle ensued, and Donatello could distinctly make out Raphael’s 
snarls right before the phone went dead. 


“Shit!” Donnie yipped, and his heart went in his throat. 


"Its not really that bad, right!?” Asked Mikey, his voice wavering and 
worried. “I heard wrong. Right?” 


Donatello nodded, swallowing his fear and put his phone away, then 
glanced up at a nearby manhole cover. 


“They were ambushed.” He explained, “Leo’s injured. He thinks its 
fatal.” 


“What!?” Mikey squeaked in alarm, “No, no you can fix it, right?” 
and Donatello nodded. 


“Of course, I can.” He snapped, ignoring the detailed description Leo 
had given about how he’d been wounded in the first place. 


Mikey seemed to sigh in relief as they raced to the surface entrance, 
then asked, “But why did they go without us!? Dude, we could’ve 
helped! We could’ve stopped all of this from happening!” 
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“I know.” Donatello snapped, and he growled under his breath, 
frustrated and worried all at once. He leaped into the air and caught 
the bars to the surface ladder, climbing up it to the top where he 
shoved the manhole cover open with ease. 


“It’s because they thought we were off our game.” He heard Mikey 
say as they climbed out into the cool city air, “They sent us to bed 
when they were actually going to go take on Shredders lab. They 
didn’t want us to get hurt.” 


Mikey’s voice seemed to falter as he spoke, sad and painful as though 
he himself had just been stabbed when a sound caught Donatello’s 
ear. He stiffened and whipped his bo off his back and swung just in 
time as a footbot flew from the shadows. 


He slammed the footbot to the ground and smashed it’s face in with 
the blunt end of his staff, only to feel hands grab him and rip him up 
against the wall. 


For half a second he almost threw a punch, only to realize it was 
Mikey; white eyed and watching the end of the _ alley. 


One glance and he realized why as several foot robots shot past just a 
few feet from where they stood. 


“Leo’s hurt.” Donnie realized out loud, “They know we're coming, 
we'll have to be careful.” 


He nudged his little brother and nodded to a nearby fire escape. 
“Come on, we’ll have to take the long way.” 

To Donnie’s relief, Mikey didn’t argue. 

“No problem dude, I don’t care as long as we save our bros!” 


Together they took a slightly longer way, ducking in and out of 
shadows to avoid the flood of footbots that seemed to have 
descended upon the docks. 


They were everywhere, too many to fight through to get to their 
brothers in time, so they had to be careful and quick. The clock was 
ticking but the turtles managed to do it, evading the bots at every 
turn until they could climb their way up onto the roof of the building 
they needed. 


There was a skylight that Donatello remembered, an easy access 
point, but there was also a complication; one that Donnie hadn’t been 
prepared for. 


“Bars!?” he snapped as they reached the glass. “Are you kidding me!? 
After years of breaking into the Shredders lair, they choose NOW to 
bar up skylights to a random building by the docks!?” 


His little brother spun and kicked the bars as though he could 
somehow make them break, only to cringe and grab at his foot. “Now 
what!?” he asked, looking desperately at Donnie. 


“Hang on, I’m thinking.” Donnie snapped. He closed his eyes and 
buried his face in his hands, franticly trying to come up with another 


plan. 


There had to be a way in, there just had to be, otherwise Leo and 
Raph wouldn’t have gotten in to begin with. He just needed to- 


“Raph ! ”? 


Mikey’s outburst sent his heart into his throat and he whipped his 
head up, finding the youngest horrified with his face and hands both 
plastered against the bars and what glass he could touch. 


He followed Mikey’s gaze down into the room below them and found 
what had set him off. 


It was Raphael, the hothead breathing heavy and clutching his arm. 
Blood was seeping out from between his fingers, leaving a red 
spattered trail behind him. 


“Kiss my ass, furry bait.” Raphael panted at the seemingly empty 
room. 


“He’s alone.” Donnie whispered without meaning to, “Why is he 
alone. Where’s Leonardo?? Did they get split up?” When a glint of 
blue clutched in Raph’s hand caught Donatello’s eye. 


“That’s Leo’s.” said Mikey, confirming what Donatello thought he’d 
seen, “Why does he have Leo’s mask? Why does he have Leo's 
mask!?” When the younger turtle gasped and let out a screech. 


“Raph behind you!!” 


Whether it was Mikey’s warning or another sound in the room that 
caught Raphael’s attention, the turtle below them jerked and turned 
just in time to see TigerClaw lunge from the shadows with a familiar 
blue handled sword in his claws. 


With a snarl that ripped through Donatello like the blade itself, the 
mighty cat impaled Raphael, the turtle he loved, with Leo’s own 
sword. 


“RAPH, NO!” Donnie screamed, and he slammed his fist into the 
unrelenting glass. But Tigerclaw wasn’t done, far from it, his twisted 


face filled with glee as he drove the sword in deeper until the end 
pieced through their brother’s carapace. 


Shattered bits of shell splattered to the floor in a rush of red that sent 
Donnie’s stomach turning. 


The color drained from Donatello’s face and he swayed, the bars the 
only thing keeping him upright. He didn’t know if Mikey was 
screaming, if footbots were nearing or if danger was near, all he 
could hear was high pitch ringing as he stared down at the horrible 
scene below. 


The strongest turtle he’d ever known, fell, hitting his knees with his 
gaze on the blade deep within his own body. Slowly he raised a 
three-finger hand to touch the blue handle sticking out from his 
chest, then tilted his head up, finding Donatello. 


Neon green locked with mahogany, blood bubbled from Raphael’s 
lips and oozed down his chin. He seemed to be mouthing something, 
but Donatello couldn’t figure out what. His panicked mind was 
focused on the turtle he loved. 


Somehow Raphael managed to hold his gaze, refusing to look away 
even as his body shuddered, his head slowly listed to the side, and 
the light that once kept his brothers’ eyes so bright and green, left 
them. 


Only when the light had left Raphael’s eyes did Tigerclaw rip the 
sword from their brother’s chest, releasing a spray of blood that 
coated his pelt and face. 


He looked happy, far too happy. 


Finally, the giant cat turned his ears pricked to look in the direction 
Raph had been staring and found them both, still watching. 


In a sudden jolt of clarity Donatello’s brain clicked, putting together 
the words his brother had been trying to mouth. 


‘Run.’ 


“W-we need to go.” Donnie managed to force out. His throat so tight 


he was amazed words even formed. 


He turned to Mikey, the youngest standing beside him with his eyes 
wide and mouth open, horrified at what they’d both witnessed. 


“NO!” Mikey sobbed, furiously banging the glass, “We can’t just let 
Tigerclaw have them!” 


“We have to!” Donnie found himself shouting over him. “We’re out of 
time!” 


He reached over and grabbed his little brother, ripping him away 
from the glass. 


Mikey struggled, kicking and flailing as Donatello hoisted him up 
over his shoulder. It was difficult, but Donnie refused to let go. 


“Put me down! There’s still time, we can still save them!” Mikey 
sobbed as he was dragged away, “Leo’s not always right, we can still 
help!” 


“No Mikey.” Donnie found himself yelling, “It’s too late. We were too 
late!” 


With his spare hand, he reached into his belt as they neared the edge 
of the building and pulled out his grappling hook. The building 
adjacent to them was to far to jump to, but also to low. Using the 
zipline at this angle and height was more than risky, but what choice 
did he have? 


“PUT ME DOWN!” Michelangelo sobbed, and Donnie felt a fist 
connect with his ribs, “I’m going back, let me go!” 


He cringed as teeth came next, his little brother having resorted to 
biting but managed to shoot the hook and hit his mark. 


He hooked the grappling line and leaped, sliding the two of them 
down at breakneck speed when- 


BOOM!!! 


The force of the eruption sent the pair flying, disconnecting the 


zipline and whipping them through the air. 


Instinct was the only thing Donatello had and he retracted into his 
shell, closing his eyes and gritting his teeth 


The force of the impact sent his world spinning and he blacked out 
for a moment. 


When he finally came to, he pulled himself from his shell. Aching all 
over he stretched and groaned, crawling up onto his hands and knees 
while the world around him spun. 


He gagged as his stomach twisted but he managed to keep it down. 
They couldn’t stop moving, not here...not now... 


With a shuddering breath he looked up into the flame lit world and 
found another shell, unmoving just a few feet away. 


He crawled to it. “Mikey?” he called, taking in a breath of smoke, and 
his lungs convulsed, making him cough, “M-Mikey! 


When he reached Michelangelo's unmoving shell he found spider line 
fractures laced across his carapace, no doubt from the fall. He knew 
his shell was probably in no better shape, but he didn’t have time to 
Worty. 


“Come on Mikey, get up!” he coughed, “We need to get moving, 
come on!” 


When his brother didn’t move, Donatello’s blood ran cold and his 
heart nearly stopped. 


‘Please don’t be dead.’ He thought, giving the shell a gentle shake, 
‘Please don’t be-‘ 


A soft groan sounded as his little brother emerged, “D...D-Donnie?” 
Mikey stuttered, reaching out a shaking arm. 


Relived, Donatello grabbed it. “We have to keep moving.” 


Only Mikey couldn’t move. He was out of it, barely conscious, and 
Donatello had to bend down and lift him by the shoulders just to half 


drag him away. 


By the time he found the nearest manhole cover sirens had filled the 
air. Every now and then a footbot shot past, but he was careful 
enough to remain out of sight. 


It was difficult to lift the heavy metal lid, but he managed, dragging 
Mikey over to the hole and stepping in where he thought the stairs 
were, only to slip and fall with an ungraceful splash into the muck 
below. 


With what little strength he had left he stumbled onto shaking hands 
and knees, and once more grabbed hold of his brother. He dragged 
him out of the faint ray’s of light cast down from the fire above and 
into the shadows where no one could possibly see. 


Only then, when he thought his brother was finally safe, did he allow 
himself to collapse to his knees. 


Shaking from exhaustion and horror he sat there for a second, when 
his stomach turned violently and he heaved, gagging and retching the 
contents of his stomach all over the sewer floor. 


Tears slid down his cheeks, the sound of his heaving echoed off the 
walls, overpowering the soft sobs that came between them. 


All he could think of in that terrible moment was the truth of what 
he’d just witnessed. 


Both of his brothers were both gone. 


- Yet as cruel as fate can be, it also works side by side with life, spinning a 
web in a strange way to connect others, even if they’re from completely 
different worlds 


Donatello sat in bed, cradling his baby brother in his arms. The sobs 
that came from him were painful enough to hear, and even harder to 
feel as the younger turtle convulsed in a heaving fit. 


“Shhh,” Donnie whispered, resting his cheek against Mikey’s head, 
“try to relax Mikey. Just try.” 


But it didn’t help. He just kept crying, shaking, and sobbing into 
Donatello’s plastron with his hands clenched into tight fists around 
their blanket. 


Every night was like this, making sleeping alone no longer an option. 
Neither one of them could sleep longer than a few minutes without 
being plagued by nightmares, and the end result was never pretty; 
especially for Michelangelo. 


He pulled him in tighter and hugged the young turtle close, wishing 
he could make him feel better by sheer will alone. 


As far as Donatello was concerned it was his fault their brothers died. 
He wasn’t strong enough to fight through the robots, wasn’t smart 
enough to realize Raph and Leo were ditching them, wasn’t wise 
enough to know the skylight wouldn’t be a good way in, and if he’d 
been a better brother then he never would’ve told Leo how to 
detonate the bomb. 


Donatello hadn’t eaten in almost a week because of it, fretting and 
miserable over the white Ifs and could haves. Anything he put in his 
mouth on a rare good day was tasteless and bland, and more 
frequently bad day, all he could taste was the metallic tang of blood 
as an image of Raphael choking up red popped into mind. 


He’d almost always throw up on a bad day... 


Mikey had good and bad days to, and right now was an example of 
his far to frequent bad days. 


The young turtle curled into Donatello with his eyes scrunched 
closed, his whole body shaking from the force of his sobs. 


“Just take a deep breath.” Donnie whispered against his brother’s 
temple, “Hold it and count to ten. Just try.” 


Mikey shivered and choked, his sobs cracking from the strain on his 
throat, but he did as Donnie asked. He took a deep breath and held it, 
let it out with a shaky cry then tried to hold it again. 


“There you go.” Donnie praised as Michelangelo slowly went from a 
screaming wreck to a sniffling snot covered mess. “Just focus on your 
breathing.” 


Still shaking with a whimper here and there, Mikey finally began to 
calm down. 


“Donnie?” Mikey’s shaky voice called, and Donatello leaned up a 
little to look down at his brother. 


“Yes?” he asked, only to freeze as Michelangelo tilted his head up 
and pressed his lips to his. 


Donatello pulled away out of reflex, so surprised by the move that he 
wasn’t quite sure what to do. He’d just begun to question if it was an 
accident when his little brother let out a hoarse whimper. 


“Please D...” he begged softly in Donatello’s arms, his eyes still 
tightly closed, “I...I need this.” 


So, it wasn’t an accident... 


“P-please.” Mikey pleaded again, this time his voice nothing but a 
squeak as fresh tears slid down his cheeks. 


Donatello didn’t need to think about what he did next. 


“Shhh.” He whispered, and he gently brushed some of the tears away, 
“Tm here little brother. Pll always be here.” And he leaned in until 
their lips brushed. 


Mikey shivered and pressed into the kiss, hanging on and pulling 
himself as close to Donnie as he could, like his very life depended on 
it. 


The taller turtle let his brother control the moment, allowing him to 
slide his tongue into his mouth and twine it with his. It was sloppy, it 
was wet, it was disorganized, but at that moment it was everything 


for them both as they explored comfort in each other in a brand-new 
way. 


- Fates plan may not be clear, it may not be pretty, and it may not ever be 
accepted by those tangled in its web, but it will always make its presence 
known when the time comes to know it. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
The onions...WHY ARE THERE SO MANY 


ONIONS!!!! 
*bawls* 


3. Ch. 3 
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It had been a year since Leonardo and Raphael were murdered. 
Twelve long, grueling months where Michelangelo and Donatello 
struggled along with their father and friends to accept what 
happened... 


Master Splinter... 
He was not ok. 


Their father tried so hard to keep a strong face and told them all he 
was doing well, but Donnie knew better. 


Splinter was greying, his ears drooping. He meditated more, gazing 
off at the pictures of his wife and daughter, and now... of Leonardo 
and Raphael. 


Donnie knew what he was doing. He was questioning himself, 
wondering if this was somehow his fault, if maybe he failed them as 
their Sensei by not training them properly, or as their father...by 
failing to protect them and stop them from leaving that night... 


Despite everything and the pain Donatello knew he was feeling their 
father managed to stay strong for them, especially since he knew how 
broken they now were. 


He’d lost Karai, he’d lost Leonardo, and he’d lost Raphael. It came as 
no surprise to Donatello when their father made the order to ban 
them from going topside. There was no point in losing them too. 


Then, April... Poor April. 


She had come that night, still in her pajamas with her beautiful blue 
eyes full of tears, begging for it not to be true. 


She had felt them die. Felt the stab of the blade through Raphael’s 
body, felt his worry, his fear, his last breath as he whispered for them 
to run. Then felt the life slowly leaving Leonardo...his helplessness, 
and then desire for forgiveness as he connected the wires, snuffing 
out what was left of his life in one single blast. 


As troubled as she had been from feeling her friends die, she still 
managed to find a way to help them. In fact, if it hadn’t been for her, 
Master Splinter probably would’ve been lost. 


Every day after she came, a dejected and quiet Casey tagging along to 
help Splinter tend to Donatello and Michelangelo who were a 
concussion, shell fractured, shrapnel-filled mess. Even after they 
healed, they both came, trying to help them in any way they could 
with food, cleaning, fixing things... Therapy. 


April’s father was a psychiatrist, and he came once a day at first, then 
twice a week, then once a week until he felt Donatello and Mikey 
were in a far better mental state than they were when he first started 
coming. 


It was mostly for Michelangelo’s sake that Donnie talked about what 
happened. His little brother was... well, to say he wasn’t ok would be 
an understatement. 


Mikey kept seeing ghosts, spotting Leo and Raph around every 
corner. Just watching. Sometimes he claimed they whispered to him 
to let go, to not blame himself...that they were proud of them all. 


His dreams were just as bad. Sometimes he’d wake up screaming for 
Leo not to leave him while clawing at the wall or Donnie’s shell; 
whatever he could get his hands on. 


As far as Donatello was concerned it was his brain sensing his own 
self-destruction and trying to ease his constant state of pain by 
showing him what he needed; Leo and Raphael telling him to let go 


and move on. 
If only it were that simple... 


Eventually, Mikey stopped seeing them in the waking hours, or so he 
claimed, but the visions of their brothers still plagued his dreams, 
turning even the most peaceful night into a screaming sob fest, 
making sleeping hard. 


It wasn’t just Mikey who had difficulty sleeping either, Donatello did 
to, and not just because of nightmares of his own. 


They were’ always’ together now; training, playing, 
sleeping...Romantically. Even when Donnie was in his lab Mikey 
wasn’t far. They were more than just brothers now, and though it had 
been a frightening secret at first, their relationship bloomed to a 
point that they felt safe enough to face their father. 


To Donatello’s surprise, he never batted an ear at what they told him, 
and instead of asking uncomfortable questions or being disgusted as 
he’d feared, he hugged them both and whispered; “As long as you’re 
alive, all I care about is your happiness.” 


April was pretty much the same, and Casey...well...Donatello was 
pretty sure he didn’t care and only really came around now to keep 
April company despite what she kept insisting. 


She claimed he was hurting just as much as they were, quiet and 
angry and unable to voice how he felt in any other way but violence 
to the point that he was nearly thrown out of school. Forget the 
treatment he was giving the thugs, robbers, gang members and any 
villains that he could get his hands on... 


It was safe to say Casey didn’t talk to them a whole lot anymore so 
even if he was disgusted, he never said anything. Not that Donatello 
would’ve cared. 


He had Michelangelo, and Mikey had him...and pizza. Lots and lots of 
pizza. 


Emotional eating had become Mikey’s go to, so much so that the once 
lean ninja was a bit squishier in places than he probably should have 


been. 


Cupcakes, candies, chips, soda...if it was junk or laced with sugar 
then it was getting consumed. It wasn’t the healthiest way of dealing 
with pain...but, then again neither was staying awake for days on 
end just to crash and have a goodnight's sleep without dreams. 


That was last night. Er...well...the last 48 hours to be exact. A nice 
long dreamless sleep without any hint of a nightmare or hazy image 
of Leonardo or Raphael that Donatello had to run from. It had been 
wonderful. 


Fully refreshed and feeling great Donatello typed away on his 
computer, going over the security systems for the lair just to make 
sure everything was functioning properly. 


Michelangelo was close as always, under his desk to be precise, an 
arm wrapped around one of Donatello’s legs, sound asleep in the 
beanbag nest he’d created underneath it. 


He could feel his brother’s chest rising and falling as he breathed, and 
every now and then Mikey’s grip would tighten around his leg. 


At least he was sleeping, and from the feel of it, he was sleeping quite 
deeply. 


It was nice to see him asleep for once, his face peaceful instead of 
creased with worry or whimpering into his pillow. 


The door to his lab creaked and he glanced up from his keyboard, 
finding April with a large tupperware in her hands. 


“Hey Donnie.” She said far too loudly, and Donatello frantically 
waved for her to be silent. 


April’s smile turned into a cringe as she understood and quietly 
walked across the lab. 


“Is he finally sleeping?” she asked when she was closer, and 
Donatello nodded. 


She set the tupperwear down on his desk and stepped around it, 


peering at Mikey underneath. 
“Poor thing.” She murmured, “At least he finally-“ only to freeze. 


Her head snapped up and Donatello whipped back around to face his 
computer. 


“Donnie...” she said softly, but Donatello didn’t answer. 


“Donatello.” She said again, and inwardly he cringed. “What did you 
do?” 


“Nothing.” Donnie answered rather truthfully, but still avoided her 
gaze. 


“Nothing?” she repeated, “Then why do you feel guilty?” 

And there it was... 

He closed his eyes and sighed, though as he did, so did April. 

“You spiked his drink again to get him to sleep, didn’t you?” 

The guilt he’d tried so hard to keep at bay came pouring out at the 
mention of his crime. He looked down at his keyboard and said 
softly, 

“Not like last time, just enough to take the dreams away.” 

“Donnie...” she said, though instead of angry, she sounded sad, “You 
know you can’t keep doing that to him, or yourself. The both of you 
need to learn how to sleep without an aid.” 

“And I did.” 

“You were asleep for two days!” she snapped, and Donatello nodded. 
“Yes well, staying awake for four days straight will do that.” 


“Four- what!?” she snapped, “Donnie...” 


“Don’t worry, I made sure to go to sleep the moment the 
hallucinations started this time.” He murmured, waving at her 


dismissively, but April wasn’t happy. She hardly ever was anymore. 
“Donnie you...you can’t keep doing this.” 


Her voice trailed off, and he felt her gaze boring into the side of his 
head. 


Slowly he glanced up, finding her looking so tired and sad. 


“T know...” was all he managed for an answer as he turned back to 
his computer and began pulling up another round of security 
cameras. 


A heavy silence hung between them, one where Donatello typed 
away and April simply watched him. 


After a moment she sighed and he heard her open up the 
Tupperware. 


A sweet smell reached his nose and he paused, giving it a glance. 


“T made cupcakes.” She murmured, pulling out a plate of five. “I 
figured Mikey would enjoy them.” 


This time Donatello smiled, knowing his little lover would devour 
them the moment he smelled them and hunted them down. 


“Thank you.” He took the plate and set it down beside the dusty 
Kraang communicator that Mikey sometimes rolled across the lab for 
Chompy to chase. 


“Donnie...” she whispered, and before he could look up he felt arms 
wrap around his neck and pull him into a hug. 


It startled him at first, a brief, ‘are her boobs right against my head?’ 
thought popping in his mind, only to vanish as he accepted the 
cuddle for what it was and curled a massive hand around her arms 
and another around her shoulder. They stayed like that for a 
moment, April hugging his head while he hugged what he could of 
her from that angle. 


It didn’t matter if he was or wasn’t being smooshed into April’s chest 


right then, he didn’t think about her that way anymore. All he cared 
about was the comfort from a friend while the one he loved had a 
peaceful and dreamless sleep beside him. 


Slowly she shifted, one arm sliding around his shoulders while the 
other lifted from his neck to cup the side of his head. 


She pressed her lips in a chaste kiss to the top of his head before 
letting go. 


“T wish I could say it's all going to be ok.” She whispered. 


He nodded, “I know...” and offered her a smile. “Thank you. For, you 
know,” he gestured to the cupcakes, “Mikey’s going to love them.” 


April returned the smile, though she didn’t look happy as she did. 
“T’ve got training.” She explained, “I’ll come back after and if Mikey 
has slept off your drugs by then we can bake a cake or something.“ 


“Thank you.” He said again, and this time April turned, looked back 
for only a moment, and then left with the rest of her cupcakes to find 
Splinter. 


He sighed as she left and returned to his typing, torn between relief 
that she was gone and sadness that her presence was no longer there 
to help comfort him while Michelangelo slept. 


Donatello had half a mind to roll his chair away and curl up with his 
young lover until he woke up again when he heard a soft but definite 
voice. 


“Ts she gone?” 


Donnie pulled his chair away just enough to see Michelangelo, his 
baby blue eyes open and gazing up at him. 


“Were you awake this whole time?” he asked, and Mikey nodded. 
“Sorry.” Mikey whispered, “I know you want me to sleep but...” 


Donatello shook his head, “No, don’t apologize, I’m the one who 
needs to. I-“ 


His little brother pulled Donnie’s leg into a hug and said over him, “I 
knew you put that stuff in my drink last night.” 


“Tt uh, was two days ago. You only budged for bathroom breaks and 
even then I think you may have been sleepwalking.” Corrected 
Donatello, and Mikey made a soft, oh sound before clearing his 
throat, 


“Well, I saw you put it in it. I wanted to sleep so I didn’t say 
anything. Next time, just do me a favor and tell me you want me to 
take it. I wont fight you.” 


Feeling lower than low Donatello let out a deep breathed sigh and 
grabbed the plate of cupcakes. As he lifted it the corner bumped the 
kraang communicator and sent it rolling gently across his desk. 


“Here,” he offered them down to his brother who eagerly accepted 
them, “I didn’t put anything in them. And from this point on I 
promise I wont put anything in your food without asking you first.” 


He could still hear the communicator rolling, teetering back and forth 
along his desk as though trying to choose which direction it wished 
to fall. 


“Its ok.” Said Mikey again, and he took a massive bite of one of the 
cupcakes, “I trust you. I just wish sleeping was easier.” 


Finally, the round ball like communicator chose its path and slipped 
from the desk, plunking to the ground and bouncing away across the 
floor. 


Donatello hummed in agreement but couldn’t bring himself to say 
anything. 


He truly felt terrible for drugging his little brother, it wasn’t exactly 
the most romantic thing to do, and then to add to his guilt, his 
brother didn’t even scold him... 


“Mm, These are good.” Mikey mumbled through another bite of 
cupcake, when a buzzing sound filled the lab that made both him and 
Mikey freeze. 


“L222, LLL.” 
Donatello spun in his seat, every inch of him tensing at the sound. 
“The Shredder muzzzt Rest. Still weak.” 


His brother slowly rose, his eyes sliding white and stared in the same 
direction Donatello was, just as tense, and just as quiet. 


“Do not worry Master.” Came another voice, one that sent a shiver 
down Donatello’s spine. 


“How did he survive...” Donnie whispered, falling silent as none 
other than TigerClaw growled. 


“Your revenge will soon be complete. Only two of the turtles remain, and 
this time we won't be interrupted by their foolishness.” 


Donatello’s hands balled into fists. Slowly he rose and marched across 
his lab to the kraang communicator that was vibrating purple as the 
cat continued to speak. 


“With the fallen turtle's DNA we will be able to hone the Kraang 
teleporters in on their lair and crush them while they sleep.” 


“No...” Donnie heard Mikey breathe, and he whipped around to find 
Michelangelo walking up behind him. The smaller turtle wrapped his 
arm around one of Donatello’s and whispered, "Why can't they just 
leave us alone?" 


“Even if they move. We will be able to track them.” TigerClaw 
continued, “Nothing will stop us this time.” 


“We have to stop them.” Whispered Donnie. He met Mikey’s baby 
blue eyes and saw the same worry and fear reflected in them. 


“Splinter will never allow it...” Mikey whispered, and Donatello’s 
fists tightened. 


“We only have one power czzzell. So onlyyy one chanzze to make it work. 
Find the lair, kill them all. If they ezzzcape, it’ll take time, but with their 
DNA we can track them again. And again.” 


The fly buzzed out a cackle and laughed, “Onzze I’ve stabalizzed the 
power source it'll be-“ only to shriek, sending both Donatello and 
Mikey jumping, “Be careful you foolzz! If this machine is dezztroyed 
then all will be lost! Half of thezzze partzz came from the Kraang. I can’t 
replazze them!!” 


Donatello nearly forgot how to breathe as the fly let slip a weakness. 


“We destroy it.” Donnie whispered, “We could end it all by just 
blowing that thing up.” Only to feel Mikey shake his head. 


“Splinter- no, everyone would try to stop us bro. It could be another 
trap and they won't let us take that chance. You know they won't.” 


“Where is all this goin again?” asked a voice that sounded suspiciously 
like Bebop, “Like for real yo, this is some heavy stuff.” 


“Zzzentral street!” The fly buzzed, “The roof of number thirty zzzeven 
zzzentral street! Pay attention!” 


“The roof?” Bebop groaned, “Yo that’s a long ass way to be draggin this 
stuff. You sure-“ 


“It muzzt be done!” the fly snapped, “Thizzz devizze is tricky! Muzzzt be 
in the right plazzze with proper elevation or else it won’t work properly! 
Put it up there now, tonight we tezzt it. Then, we invade.” 


“Tonight...” Donatello repeated as Sockbug buzzed something to 
TigerClaw about their Master needing more medication. “They're 
testing it tonight.” 


“No matter where we go, it’ll lock onto us...” His brother whispered, 
and Donatello nodded. 


He looked over at Metalhead, his little buddy who’d he’d fixed long 
ago, now sitting dormant in the corner of his lab. 


“We have to destroy it.” He breathed, “Or we risk losing more than 
just each other...” 


“Our family.” Mikey murmured, voicing what Donatello didn’t dare, 
“Master Splinter, April, Casey...” 


Donnie nodded and began walking over to the motionless metal 
turtle. 


“Tonight.” He whispered. “We have to end this madness... tonight.” 


4. Ch. 4 
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Many moons had passed since Michelangelo died peacefully in 
Leonardo’s arms. Many long sleepless moons that faded the seasons 
one by one, until it was nearly time for Winter to rear its ugly head 
once again. 


Raphael was managing, but Leonardo... he wasn’t alright. His mind 
was growing darker with each passing night, his anger turning to an 
obsession with ending Tiger Claw. 


Only... Tiger Claw was gone. 


Just like all the other times, he’d vanished without a scent or track 
left behind, giving no clue of where he’d gone, but that didn’t stop 
Leonardo from looking. 


Raphael followed his leader, the pair venturing further and further 
from their territory to hunt the human down, but they never found 
him. 


Eventually, they were forced to return home where they waited, 
setting traps, lures, baiting the human out with obvious markings to 
draw him to them. Leonardo’s rage only festering, until Raphael 
began to worry. 


Leo was ignoring his health, allowing injuries to fester as badly as his 
hatred and forcing Raphael to tend to them... as much as he wanted 
Tiger Claw dead, he couldn’t lose his only brother left. 


So he did what Mikey and Donatello had long teased him and 
Leonardo to do. 


He curled around his brother, pulled him in close, and kissed him. 


The move had shocked them both, Leonardo in the fact that it’d 
happened and Raphael in the fact that he’d actually done it. 


Their courtship after had been awkward and clumsy, the pair slowly 
growing bolder with every passing night until they found themselves 
a loving mated pair. 


It had been a move that could have backfired badly, but Raphael was 
glad he took the chance. It was a way to bring them closer, and in his 
mind, honor the memories of the ones they lost by refusing to lose 
one another. 


With a different bond they began hunting again, yet still came up 
with nothing. 


They spent all year hunting the monster Tiger Claw, ignoring safety 
and their own health at times to find that bastard and end him once 
and for all. 


Leonardo took each failure hard, but this time Raphael was there as 
more than a brother to assure him and lift his spirits. Though as the 
seasons changed, spring to summer, then summer to fall, and now fall 
waning to winter, it was becoming harder and harder to do. 


No matter how hard they searched, no matter how many traps and 
lures they created, even going as far as to allow humans to see 
them... they couldn’t find him or force him to appear. 


Maybe he died? Maybe his brother's and fathers’ stars fell from the 
sky to strike the human dead? Maybe he’d given up? 


All Raphael knew was that the human was gone. There was no sign, 
and they needed to prepare for Winter. 


This was what Raphael told himself, and Leo, every time he went to 
the lake. Every time he sat on the rock where Michelangelo had been 
shot and cast his line for fish. 


He half expected to meet his end the first time he went alone, and the 
second, then the third... until he lost track of how many times he’d 


made the trek back and forth with fish to be salted and smoked. 


Raph hunted rabbits and caught a few squirrels, collected nuts and 
the remaining fall berries and herbs, all the while his brother...his 
mate... fretted and grew darker with each passing day that Tiger 
Claw didn’t appear. 


Today was no different. He spent all day fishing, but only managed to 
catch three fat fish, a chipmunk and a fat turkey. He kept trying to 
catch more, but once the sun beginning to set, he knew he had to 
return home and find his brother. So with the delicious slimy scaled 
creatures slung over his shoulder, along with the others, he began the 
long hike. 


Last he remembered, he’d left Leo at home, brooding in their 
treehouse. 


Thankfully it was one of the safest places his angry brother could be. 
Up in a gigantic pine tree, surrounded by jagged cliffs and 
unclimbable mountains. 


Many humans had met their deaths trying to climb the mountain, 
their bodies found in a broken mess and safely moved somewhere 
else so as not to attract more of their own kind. Needless to say, it 
was near impossible to get to. 


Unless you were Raphael or Leonardo of course. 


Raphael grunted as he landed, the fish across his shell flopping some 
and he had to shift his shoulders to slide his catch back in place. With 
a heavy sigh he looked up at the tree they called home and found 
plumes of thick grey smoke billowing out from the top of the mighty 
pine and wafting up into the pink tinged sky. Yet the sight of it didn’t 
invoke fear like it would’ve in the past, it brought a stab of pain. 


Hanging his head, the large forest turtle trudged on towards the tree’s 
trunk. Passing old forgotten toys now covered in a layer of pine 
needles. Old tools, weapons... an old ax, a jade staph, and a pair of 
kamas... each of them laying atop their former owner’s graves to 
mark them. All covered in a thick layer of rusted brown pine. 


He almost walked past them, his mind on the smoke and his brother, 
but he thought better of it and veered over to them. As he 
approached, he pulled the chipmunk from a hook on his belt and left 
it atop the grave beside the ax. 


Next, some leaves from a willow tree beside the staph, and lastly, a 
few round berries beside the kamas... 


*[’m sorry I can’t stay and share stories.* He whispered and glanced 
sadly back at the smoke still wafting from the tree, *I fear I have to 
go check on Leonardo. He’s not well. Without you he’s...he’s growing 
distant and dark. He says he sees you sometimes, and I hope he’s 
right and not just eating the wrong berries like you did once.* 


Raph chuckled to himself as he looked over at the Kama’s. 


*Because if you truly are coming down from your stars to visit him.* 
He continued, *Then please, help him. Or I fear this winter he may 
join you.* 


Hoping somehow, someone somewhere had heard him, Raph got to 
his feet and slowly made his way to the tree. 


He dropped his catch off at what was once Donatello’s spot, the 
butcher stone and the smoke pit where they gutted and prepared 
their meals, then began to climb. 


There were ladders and ropes hanging down from the mighty 
branches, each one holding a different part of the treehouse. There 
was the sick hut, the food hut, the water hut, the sleep hut, Splinters 
old meditation room, the herb house, and at the very top, the watch 
hut. 


Mikey and Donatello used to call it the star house, for they’d sit up 
there at night and watch the moon, the stars... Share stories... 


Splinter would tell them tails of spirits and yoki, magic and of his 
home back in japan while Raph and his brothers would look out over 
the forest beneath a dark blanket of white sparkling stars. 


Now, it was a watch post. A way to keep an eye out for danger, or as 
far as Leonardo was concerned, a way to lure danger to them. 


Up one gigantic branch to the next, he went, steadily climbing until 
he reached the final one where the watch hut had been built. 


Smoke was steadily pouring from its open windows and collecting 
beneath the canopy of pine branches that surrounded the little hut. It 
clotted his senses and stung at his eyes, and for a moment he 
panicked. 


Fearing the worst, he ripped open the door, a plume of smoke 
billowing out and spotted a hood, a full quiver, a bow and shell. 


*Leo?* he called, and to his relief, it stirred. 


*You idiot,* Raphael snapped, and he held his breath as he marched 
inside, *you’re not breathing are you?* 


To his relief, Leo didn’t fight him as he grabbed him by the back of 
his grey hood and dragged him out like a bobcat’s kitten by its scruff. 


His suspicions were confirmed once Leo was plopped into fresh air, as 
the taller turtle let out a few forceful puffs through his nose to clear 
it, before taking in a long deep breath. 


*I was meditating.* Leo grunted without looking at him, and he 
shifted to his knees, moving back into a meditation position. 


*Meditating?* Raphael repeated, watching his brother carefully, *Is 
that what we’re calling death now?* 


Leonardo still didn’t look at him, and instead gazed out through the 
gap in the branches where the smoke was leaving to join the clouds. 
His grey blue eyes were heavy, the sleepless nights visible in the form 
of dark circles underneath them. 


Before there had been a small spark of life that flickered here and 
there in Leonardo’s eyes, filling Raphael with hope that perhaps he 
wasn’t as lost as he seemed. Only now... there was nothing as Leo 
gazed out at the setting sun. 


Raph’s heart sank at the sight. *Leo...* he whispered, but Leonardo 
didn’t move. He didn’t even acknowledge him. 


Feeling more alone than ever, Raphael clenched his fists but didn’t 
strike. Instead, he knelt down beside Leonardo and wrapped his thick 
arms around the other turtle. 


Leo still didn’t move. 


*Brother.* He whispered, *Please...You’re too thin. You need to eat, 
or you won’t make the winter.* 


He nuzzled into his leaders’ neck and was relieved when the taller 
turtle shifted, allowing him access to his throat. It was a sign of trust, 
a way to show rather than say that he still wanted Raphael and that 
he wanted him close. 


Grateful to still be wanted, Raph pressed his lips to the vulnerable 
parts of his brother’s neck and kissed him gently. 


*T don’t understand,* he heard Leo growl, *why won’t he come?* 


*He will.* Raph chirped, *We’ll trap him and feast on his fucking 
heart when he does, but if you don’t rest, don’t sleep, don’t prepare 
for winter, then you'll never get the chance. And neither will I...* 


Leo twitched at that, his head tilting to rest his cheek atop Raphael’s 
head. 


He raised his hand and twined it with one of Raph’s then gripped it 
tight. 


*T will never leave you.* Leonardo whispered. 


Raphael’s grip tightened as well, as did his heart. *Then eat.* He 
pleaded, *Please brother, take a break from hunting the human and 
wait until next spring. I want him dead as much as you, but I don’t 
want to lose you in the process.* 


They remained embraced for a long moment, Raphael holding his 
breath as he waited for his brother to say something. To do 
something. Anything... 


Finally, Leo whispered, *It’s my fault they're dead. I failed to protect 
them.* 


*Then in that case we both failed.* Raph chittered, *But it’s not our 
fault they died. It was Tiger Claw who took them from us.* He let out 
a growl, his hand tightening around Leo’s, *And he will pay for it.* 


*Promise?* Leo asked, his voice growing softer. 


Just to be safe, Raph tilted his head and pressed his lips to Leonardo’s 
pulse, pretending to give him a kiss while he checked to be sure his 
brother wasn’t about to leave him after being so stupid. 


Leo’s pulse beat strong, and Raph sighed in relief. 
*T swear it.* Raphael growled. 


He felt Leonardo’s other hand come up and wrap around his in 
response and the silence returned, a heavy one this time that was 
painful to listen to. 


Normally this would be a moment when Michelangelo would jump in 
with something amusing to say. Brightening the mood and bring a 
smile to everyone around him. And if Mikey didn’t, then Donatello 
would, by bringing up what he’d found that day. A bug, a critter, 
bones... 


Their father could always brighten the mood as well...his warm smile 
enough to chase any bad day away. 


*IT wish I could be like Michelangelo.* Raphael found himself 
whispering, and he felt Leo tense, *I could make you smile...I could 
make you laugh...I could make everything better if I was...* 


Leo’s head jerked up and he stared at his brother. *Stop.* He 
growled, and to Raph’s surprise, Leo didn’t sound angry, *I mean it.* 


Slowly Raphael sat up and curiously met his brother’s gaze. 


*T love you for you.* Leo continued, *You’re aggressive, protective, 
yet gentle and full of heart. Willing to die to see our family...* he 
trailed off, then whispered, *I mean, to see me, stay alive and well. 
No matter what.* 


Leo leaned over and pressed his lips to Raphael’s. 


It surprised Raph to hear his brother talk about him so lovingly, for a 
part of him always assumed that Leo loved him only because Mikey 
was gone. 


He returned the kiss, a soft churr in his throat, then pulled away and 
rested his cheek on Leo’s shoulder. 


*Does that mean you'll eat?* he asked, *Or is this your way of giving 
me permission to stuff a fish down your throat?* 


To his continued amazement, Leonardo laughed. An actual laugh. 


He was so surprised by it that he leaned away and looked his big 
brother up and down. 


*Did Mikey’s spirit possess you?* he asked, *I haven’t heard you 
laugh since he left us.* 


*I was about to ask you the same thing!* Leo snickered at him, *I 
don’t know why I found it so funny, but I did.* 


*Probably because you know I would.* Raphael laughed, *And that 
I’m strong enough to do it.* 


Leo playfully shoved him away, a rare but honest smile on his lips for 
the first time in moons. 


*Ok, ok.* Leonardo laughed, *You win brother. You win.* 


He met Leo’s grey blue gaze and smiled, his heart soaring in his chest 
at the sight of him so... happy. 


*How much meat do we have?* Leo asked, and Raph snorted. 


*Not enough.* Said Raphael truthfully, *Maybe enough to get us 
halfway through winter, if that. We need at least two deer, something 
I can’t catch with these.” 


He gestured down to the tegaki’s on his belt, *I need you and your 
bow and arrows for that. Fish are fat and stupid, rabbits clumsy and 
easily trapped, but the deer are smart. To smart.* 


Again Leo chuckled, and this time nodded. *Then tomorrow we hunt 
deer.* He promised, *And we’ll catch more fish to feast on. I know 
we're not fat enough to make it through the cold without...them. 
Plus, I bet you haven’t even looked at the herbs yet, have you?* 


A bit offended by the insinuation, Raphael scoffed, *As a matter of 
fact I have! I may not know what the heck most of it is, but I 
collected what I could.* 


To his amazement and relief, Leo’s smile stayed. 


*Good.* Said Leonardo softly, his gaze remaining locked with 
Raphael’s, *How about we go take care of the fish that you smell 
like?* 


Raph blinked in amazement. *Shell. Did Donnie possess you? He was 
the only one to ever be able to smell anything over smoke.* 


His brother laughed again, *I’ve been practicing.* He admitted, *I 
can smell the turkey too.* 


Genuinely impressed, Raph nodded in respect. *Shell, that’s amazing. 
I can’t smell a damn-* 


As he spoke the world erupted in a loud bang, one that shook the 
very air around them and made the tree shudder. 


Raph jerked, his arms flailing to keep his balance as their family 
home swayed beneath them. 


*Thunder!?* he heard Leo yelp, *B-but- there are no clouds!?* Only 
for another bang to crack through the air. 


Raphael’s ears rang as the tree shook again, its might branches 
swaying more violently than the last. He fell to his knees and dug his 
claws into the soft bark, trying not to fall when the world around him 
came to life in a wosh of black smoke and flames. 


Another bang exploded from below him, followed by another and 
another that sent hunks of rock and jagged bark ripping through the 
air. Fire clawed at him from below, stealing the air from Raphael’s 
lungs and sending him into a coughing fit. 


*Leo!* he choked out, only to realize that he could no longer see his 
brother. *Leonardo! Where are you!?* 


A loud crack split the air and the tree let out a groan, slowly leaning, 
a splintering sound reaching his ears, before picking up speed, and to 
his horror, he felt the world begin to fall from beneath him. 


*Raphael!* 


A hand grabbed his shoulder and ripped him upright. He couldn’t see, 
but he knew in his heart it was Leo and he gripped the hand as tight 
as he could with his own. *The tree’s falling!* his brother coughed, 
*Run!* 


Blinded by smoke Raph allowed his brother to lead him, Leo’s grip 
just as tight as his as they ran down the branch. He could feel the tree 
falling, could feel the wall of the watch hut beneath his feet as they 
ran up its side. 


* Jump ! * 


He heard the command and he obeyed, launching off the roof of the 
hut and felt ground far sooner than he should’ve. Raph grunted, 
slamming into rock and rolled, floundering like a newborn fawn just 
discovering it had legs. His knee smashed against a rock and his 
cheek scraped the ground, but the hand that held his was still there, 
and as far as he was concerned that was all that mattered. 


Head spinning, he managed to sit up as another boom sounded and 
the earth shook. 


*Are you ok?* He heard Leo cough, and Raphael nodded, turning to 
find his brother, only to freeze. 


Their home, the tree, was gone. 


Leo followed his gaze and together they stood before a black smoking 
pit of clawing flames and rock as what was once their home burned 
before their eyes. 


*It’s gone.* He heard Leo whisper. 


Leonardo sank to his knees, watching the smoke as it billowed out 
from the crack in the mountain, the flames of the fire forming teeth 
and claws that bit and ripped at the sky. 


Somehow he and his brother had escaped a fiery death and managed 
to make it onto one of the ledges, but the reason why was a 
horrifying realization. 


The tree had somehow fallen, serving as a bridge that carried them to 
safety in one final loving act before it crashed. 


All that remained now burned in the nook between cliffs that had 
once been their sanctuary. Its enormous limbs twisting in a fiery 
inferno below them with the treehouse, their family home, smashed 
to pieces with hunks of bolder and cliff now crumbling down around 
it. 


He could just make out Donatello’s ax poking out through its burning 
limbs, the handle splintering beneath the heat when the ground 
shook from another boom, and the side of a cliff gave way, burying it 
and their long lost family beneath a landslide of cliff. 


Raphael’s chest tightened. *No...* he whispered, *No, no...How... 
Lightning never hit before...there are no clouds. How could-* 


*Raph!* 
Another bang split the air, but this one Raphael recognized. 


Before he could react Leonardo slammed into his side and drove him 
to the ground. 


*Tiger Claw!* Leo snarled, *watch out!* 


His eyes widened and Raph flipped onto his stomach, a puff of dirt 
ripping into the air right where he’d been laying and shot to his feet. 


He started to run, only to skid to a halt as he realized Leonardo had 
not. His brother was standing with his bow and two arrows at the 
ready, before releasing them. 


Leo shifted right before another bang split the air, and a bit of rock 


exploded right where his head had once been. 


*Yes!* Leo snarled, a vicious smile spreading across his face. *I broke 
his weapon.” He growled, his eyes set into a glare, *And now I know 
where he is.* 


Raphael’s fists tightened, a wave of hatred rising up within him in a 
form of a vicious growl. 


*Then let’s finish this.* He snarled, *For Mikey, Donnie, Splinter. Our 
home.* 


Leo nodded, a dangerous look creeping across his face as he glared 
up at the mountain, *I’m going to rip out his fucking throat by the 
end of tonight.* then barred his teeth, *Even if it kills me.* 
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